Rentboys.com 


Author: AFieldWithoutAName 
Bands: Foo Fighters 
Characters: Taylor Hawkins 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Sep 07 2014 16:28:27 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


NA 


Author's Notes: 
| happened to be browsing the *cough* audio/visual research websites when inspiration hit. | should have my 
laptop taken away. 


| got the call around 8:30 at night. He asked for "Ty". That's how | knew it was someone looking for a date. | 
called myself Ty on my profile. My real name is Oliver. | generally go by my middle name, Taylor. And on 
rentboys.com, | go by Ty. Look, don't give me any shit, okay? It pays the bills. 


He had a soft voice. It didn't sound fearful or timid, just.soft. He asked if | was free tonight. He asked to meet 
me in a bar, Quincy's. | knew the place. | also knew it was surrounded by the hotels most frequently used by 


businessmen who traveled into our fair city. And out again after a night or two with someone like me. 


After | showered and shaved, | put on a pair of tiny, white nylon briefs under a pair of loose jeans. Over a 
black tank top, | wore a thin white hoodie, topped with a baseball cap. 


| took a taxi across town, getting out two blocks from the bar. Discretion, you see, was the name of the game. 


Discretion got you paid well. Most of the men that paid for my time were straight and married and, well, 
curious. Some wanted to know what it felt like for me to fuck them but most wanted someone like me, 


someone on the smaller side, for them to dominate. Either way was fine with me, just pay me. 


He said he was coming from work and to look for a man in a suit. Well, that fucking narrowed it down, didn't it? 
But as soon as | entered the bar, | knew which one was him. He had an aura about him, a certain air. I'll be 
fucking honest, if it wasn't him, | was gonna be seriously disappointed. He said his name was Dave. | approached 
the man and noticed then that he had a rugged chin, perfectly proportioned nose, gentle hazel eyes and long, 
wavy red hair that he had discreetly tied back at the nape of his neck. He appeared to be at least six or eight 
years older than me. | quietly said his name. He looked up from his drink and smiled at me. A warm, welcoming 


smile and placed his hand on my arm. 


Pretend we were already together. That did a lot to hid the obvious awkwardness, too. So | leaned into him and 


pretended to kiss his cheek. 
Instead, | whispered, "It's me, Ty. Ready?" 


He laughed and nodded. | could tell he'd picked up on the familiarity act and reciprocated in kind. | ran a hand 
lightly over his back and to his neck. He bristled somewhat but didn't shake me off. | watched him down the 
rest of his whisky and lay a twenty dollar bill on the bar. 


We walked down the block and across the street. Again, | wrapped an arm around his back He threw on around 
my shoulders and pulled me close. Dave stood about an inch or two taller than me. Once we stepped onto the 


curb, | slipped my hand in his and threw him a smile. 


Not a word was spoke by either of us since we left the bar. | stood beside him like an obedient dog in the 
elevator up to his hotel room. | knew the hotel he was staying in. Knew it rather well. The room he took me to 


was one of the most expensive in the place. Good. | deserved nothing less. 


He finally let go of my hand in order to slide the card into the slot to unlock the door. When he motioned for 
me to pass through first, |, again, found myself obeying quite quickly. Just inside the door, he used a hand on 
my throat to push me against the wall. This might have caused alarms to go off if he had not done it so 
gently and slowly. He had a way about him. I'll give him that. 


At first, all he did was gaze into my eyes. Sweet. But not necessary. Then he leaned closer, his eyes lidded and 
his mouth parted. A kiss! Okay, a kiss to get the ball rolling. Can do. So slow, so gentle, he leaned in and exhaled 
in a soft sigh. | found my own eyes closing and my mouth opening to receive this man's kiss. Only, as slowly as 
he came toward me, Dave backed off. 


He took a step back, eyes still on me, lips still parted, and he slowly shrugged out of his dark navy suit jacket. | 
grinned and swallowed as | took in what was revealed to me. Firm shoulders, long arms, broad chest, and flat 
stomach beneath a bright white, stiff cotton shirt that probably cost as much as my monthly rent. He sat 


down in the armchair next to the already lit fireplace. Smooth touch. Dave pulled a thick wad of money out of 


his pocket and set it on the table beside the chair. Then he looked expectantly up at me. 
Show time. 


| stepped up between his spread knees and slid my hands up his arms, feeling the taut muscles under the 
shirt. Yeah, he was in shape all right. 


"Take your hat off" He simply said. 
| straightened and pulled the hat off my head and dropped it on the floor beside my feet. 


| found myself wanting to kiss him so | leaned in to him and went for his mouth only for him to evade me. 
Instead he brought a hand to the back of my head. His fingers gently caressed my long, bleach blonde hair 
before moving tenderly down my cheek. His thumb toyed with my bottom lip for a moment while | found my 


gaze settling on his eyes once more. His index finger slid down my nose and something of a smile tickled his lips. 
"You beautiful boy, you." And then the finger flicked the tip of my nose. 


With a palm against my cheek, he drew me closer and he leaned forward, again, with lips parted and eyes half 
lidded. | found myself leaning closer, wanting to finally taste those delicious looking lips. The hand that was 


against my face, however, moved down my body to my hip and he pushed me back. 
"Take off your shirt." 


So this was his game? He liked to tease and give commands. All right. | straightened and pulled my hoodie over 
my head, leaving the tank top on. | returned to him once more, again placing my hands on his arms as they 
rested on top of the chair. | found myself nose to nose with him again. And found myself softly panting over 
the anticipation. He brought his head forward, teasing me with an open mouth yet again 


Well, fuck this. | teased back. | went in for a kiss and then pulled back slightly. My hand that was resting 
against his arm moved down to his lap and | rubbed against the nicely forming bulge in his pants. He softly 
grunted and wrapped his large hand around my wrist, pulling my hand away and setting it back on the arm of 


the chair. 


Now both of his hands traveled along my torso and he palmed the bulge in my jeans. The fuck is this fair? | 
exhaled in frustration. His fingers tickled along my abdomen, bunching my tank top in his hands, lifting it. Ah, 
take it off. He wants me to take it off. Again, | straighten and pull the shirt over my head, discarding it with 
the other articles of my clothing on the floor. 


| know he's going to like what he sees. My chest is flat and bare, along with my rippled stomach. My shoulders 
are thin but strong. And he has yet to see the huge, black ink tribal tattoo that takes up almost my entire 
spine and the expanse between my shoulder blades. | took his hand and raised it to my breastbone. Lightly, his 
fingertips trailed down my chest and stomach to the button my jeans. He repeated this act several times, 


pulling his bottom lip between his teeth. 
"Beautiful boy, you." He murmured. "Beautiful boy. Come here." 


The hand that was touching me slipped around the back of my neck and gently pulled me down. Yes! Fucking 
kiss me! Finally! Only, he was teasing once again. That hot mouth needed to me on mine, goddamn it. But it 
danced around me, letting me feel his breath on my lips, but thats all. Again, he pushed me back. 


But | was given a consolation prize of the highest degree. That hot, wet mouth landed on my stomach. Those 
broad, roughened hands of his (businessman, my ass) very determinedly spread themselves against my back 
while his mouth went to work on my front. Kissing and licking, he moved from my chest to my nipples and 
down to my belly. | placed both my hands on top of his head and felt the soft, silkiness of that gorgeous red 
mane. And then both of his hands found my hips and pushed me back once again. Dave leaned back in the chair 


and began working one of his cufflinks open. 
“Take of your pants." 


Clumsily, | kicked off my sneakers and pushed them aside. Then, as quickly as | could, | unbuttoned my jeans 
and slid them down my legs, pulling one leg free and then the other. 


As he rolled up his shirt sleeves, he told me, "Show me your ass." 


So | turned around and stood there, fidgeting with my little white panties. Why, all of sudden, did | feel nervous 
and self-conscious? It made me feel a little angry with him, too. | didn't normally get treated this way. The 
men that called me worshipped me. Both the ones that wanted to fuck me senseless and the ones that wanted 
me to fuck them. They both treated me like a prize. This one can't decide if I'm a prize, a toy, or a piece of 
gum on the bottom of his shoe. It both angered me and excited me. 


My breath caught in my throat when | felt those tender fingertips between my shoulder blades. They traced 
down my spine, ghosting over my tattoo. He moved them over my ass and down the back of my leg, to my 
ankle before sliding back up the inside of my leg to cup and rub my cock through the thin nylon Unashamedly, 
| rocked into his touch. Never, had someone touched me like this. It felt exotic and forbidden, yet comforting 
also. 


“Turn around." He whispered as his hand curled around mine and he used it to guide me back to facing him. 


He was sitting forward in the chair and he used a flat palm to slide down my chest. Fingers curled around the 


delicate waist band of my underwear. 
Maybe he heard me panting. Maybe he felt the butterflies in my stomach. | don't know. 


But he asked, "You all right?" 


Nobody ever fucking asked me that. Ever. Nobody ever cared. | let out a quiet huff and all but threw myself 
into his lap. With a huge grin, | attacked him and he didn't push me away. | leaned over him and slipped a hand 
around the back of his neck, fingers toying with the elastic that was holding all that beautiful hair captive. And 


| kissed him. Just one brief kiss before he came to his senses again. 

He pushed me back into a standing position with one fist gently pressed against my stomach. 
"Are you mine?" He asked me. 

The world stopped. Time stood still. Everything disappeared until all | saw was Dave. 

"Yes, Sir." | told him, staring deeply into those beautifully soft eyes of his. 

"Get on your knees." 


With mild disappointment, as | sort of forgot he was just paying me to service him, | sunk to my knees 
between his spread legs. 


"Show me you're mine." He told me. 


| ran my hands over his thighs before going right for the goods. | palmed his bulge, rubbing it with the heel of 
my hand. | continued rubbing him, feeling him harden beneath his trousers. Something made me pause and look 


up at his face again. 


"Show me you're mine.’ He repeated as he unclasped a thick, silver bracelet from his wrist and dropped it on 


the table beside the pile of money. 


My hands worked him over as | leaned forward, yearning to feel his kiss. He moved toward me with his mouth 
open and, yet again, | felt his warm breath on my face. But this time, | moved away and nuzzled my face into 
his chest. | opened the fly of his pants and reached my fingers inside, pulling out his hard cock. It was 
gorgeous, long and thick. For a moment, | merely stroked it with one hand, raising my eyes to his face again. He 
was loosening his baby blue tie. With a soft smile, | ducked my head and gave the tip of his dick a lick. | was 
pleased when | heard him sigh and push his hips up slightly. 


When | lifted my head, his brow was knotted and he looked angry with me. But he merely nodded. Then he 
pulled his tie off and used two hands to wrap it around my neck. With a fist, he held it tightly under my chin 


and used it to pull me close. That's when he finally relented. 


He dragged his wet tongue across my lips and used it between them. His kiss was rough and commanding and | 
fucking loved it! Every hair on my body stood on end, bolts of lightning shot through me. | didn't know what 
this man's deal was but | did know one thing. | would do whatever he wanted and l'd do it with a big fucking 


smile on my face. 


Dave kissed me over and over again. Commanding kisses, rough kisses, before finally pulling back again. His 


hands pushed his trousers open wider and pushed his shirt up to his chest. | stared down at his cock. 

"Like that?" 

"Yes, Sir." 

"Take it" 

| found myself delighting in his commands, happily calling him Sir. I'm not even sure how that happened. But | 
wrapped a hand around his dick and lowered my mouth to it once again. Dave still used one hand to hold the tie 
tightly around my neck while the other went to work unbuttoning his shirt. | sucked him deep into my mouth 
and relished in his little hisses and grunts. When he finally got his shirt open all the way, | practically moaned 
over the beautiful expansive chest and flat stomach. A small patch of greying, dark red hair made a trail from 
his navel to his groin. How | wanted to bury my face in it. He groaned again and | felt a hand come to rest on 
the back of my head. 

"All the way down" He grunted and the hand began to gently push. 

| took him deeply into my mouth once more as | felt the fingertips dig into my scalp. 


"Fuck, yeah." He grunted. 


After a moment, he let me up for air and | immediately took to licking his dick up and down. The tie tightened 
and jerked my head up. 


"You like that?" 
"Yes, Sir." 


Now it jerked my head toward him and he met me in another deep, sloppy kiss. This time, | think he was trying 
to lick the taste of his own dick off my tongue. 


"Stand up." 


| was eager to obey him now and | popped right up onto my feet, turned around, and started to pull my 


panties down. Instinctively, | paused, waiting for his approval or disapproval. 
"Take ‘em off" 


| kicked them off to the side and let the tie fall from around my neck as well. 


"Show me your hole." 


That made me swallow. Why was | letting him make me feel nervous? | glanced over my shoulder to find him 


jerking off, which made me grin. With one hand on my ass cheek, | slowly pulled it open, exposing myself to him. 
| still can't get over what happened next. His hand was placed firmly in the small of my back and the next thing 
| felt was his wet tongue teasing me. | tried so hard to stay quiet but it felt like nothing else in this world. | 
rocked against him as he licked me, my hand wrapping around my own hard cock and stroking it in time with 
his rhythm. | could have shot my load right then and there. That is, until he realized what | was doing and 
shoved my hand away. He took up rubbing between my legs, palming my balls, while he continued eating me out. 
"You're beautiful" | heard him murmur and my heart soared. 


| placed a hand against the back of his head and grunted. 


Wordlessly, he stood and, using his hands, he turned me to face him. He pulled his shirt all the way off now 
and then pulled his hair loose and shook it out. | couldn't stop myself. 


"Holy.shit" | hissed 

‘Like what you see?" 

"You are." | stumbled over my words as | ran a hand through his long hair. ".one of the best I've ever had’ 
"ONE of the best?" He raised an eyebrow. 

| grinned and nodded, unable to take my eyes from his chest 

"Suck it" He growled and used a hand on my shoulder to push me to my knees 

| was in the middle of deepthroating him when a finger tapped my shoulder. | pulled back, gasping for air when 
a condom fell to the floor next to me. | can take a hint. Opening the package and rolling the rubber onto his 
cock, | heard him ask, "Want it?" 

Tilting my head to look up at him, | nodded 

"Yeah?" 

"Yes, Sir” 


"Show me." 


He sat back down in the chair. | stood up and gave him my back as | straddled his legs and lowered myself 


onto him. With a hiss, | felt him fill me. It felt so fucking good. His hands, those roughened, callused hands, rode 
up my back and down again, gripping my hips as he thrust upwards. Why this fucker needed to pay to get laid 
was beyond me. He was fucking gorgeous and knew exactly what he was doing. His rhythm picked up and | 
couldn't stop myself now. The moaning and grunting that escaped my lips was real, trust me. | had to reach a 
hand out to the mantle of the fireplace to brace myself. 


"Good boy." He groaned and then really started to hammer into me. 

He had me sit up on the desk, with my ass hanging precariously over the edge of it while the back of my head 
was against the wall. With one of those large hands wrapped around my ankle, he pushed into me again. | stared 
up at his face, memorizing it, while | played with myself. My ankle ended up wrapped around his neck while he 
used a hand gripping my thigh as leverage. He pounded my ass, grunting and hissing loudly as he did. The desk 
thumped against the wall. | was sure if he tried to fuck me any harder, the desk would break and I'd end up 
with splinters in my ass. 

So he was hot, he knew what he was doing, AND he had stamina Why the fuck was he paying me? 

He pushed in deep and hard, causing me to scream. 

"God, you got a tight fucking ass." was his reply. 

And he didn’t relent at all. In fact, | dare say he started going faster. At that point, | couldn't tell any more. He 
was driving into me so fucking hard and fast, | was about ready to pass out. In fact, I'm sure | would have if 
he didn't pull out, drop to his knees, and start eating me out again. 


What fucking paying client does that? 


His wet tongue licked and lapped at my hole like he was in love with me. So gentle and careful was he. | pulled 


my bottom lip between my teeth so all my groaning and grunting was muffled. 

“Beautiful.” He murmured. 

Now, | was purring as one of my hands tangled into that flaming mop of curls. And pouting when he stopped. 
With soft hands, he pulled me to my feet and led me to the bed. Part of me wanted him to wrap me up in his 
arms and make love to me slowly and tenderly. Part of me slapped myself around, reminding myself that | was 
being paid to be fucked. | climbed onto the bed and immediately rolled onto my back. But that's not what Dave 
wanted. He laid on his back and told me to fuck myself with his dick. So again, | straddled him and rode him 
hard and long. His fingertips ghosted over my tattoo. 


"Gonna come for me?" He asked. 


"Yeah." 


"Yeah?" 
"Yes, Sir." 
"Turn around." 


Slowly, | pulled off of him and turned to face him. Straddling his hips, | slowly lowered myself back onto his 
cock and started jerking myself off. 


He stared up into my eyes and said, "Ride my dick and come for me." 

No problem there! But | had to admit, the dirty talk was doing it for me. 
"Gonna come for me?" 

"Fuck, yeah." | panted My mouth was dry and | felt dizzy. 


"Gonna come for me while my dick is in your ass? Gonna come while | fuck you?" A hand gripped my shoulder 


and he never broke eye contact with me. 
He thrust himself into me while | furiously jerked myself off. The knot in my stomach was tight and red hot. 
"Gonna shoot your come in my mouth?" 


Whoa. Are you fucking kidding me right now? No. No, this does not happen to me. Nobody wants the whore to 
come in them let alone ON them. But he did. | was sure | was going to pass the fuck out. He kept on fucking 
my ass, gazing into my eyes, and asking to swallow my come. This had to be a dream. The dam burst and | 
threw back my head and howled his name as | shot my load straight into his mouth. He kept on fucking me, 
stoking the fire in my belly until | couldn't take anymore. | threw myself off of him, onto the bed beside him. 
Dave pulled the rubber off his cock and kept on stroking it. | slithered over to him and laid my head on his 
belly, waiting with an open mouth to catch his seed. His hand gripped the back of my neck as he came, hitting 
my tongue, my cheek and his stomach. 


Boldly, | went in for another kiss, which he kindly granted. But after a moment, he pulled away. 
"Take your money and go." 
If he saw the heartbreak on my face, he didn't show it. He flopped back on the pillows and heavily sighed. 


| felt his eyes on my back as | quickly pulled my jeans on, stuffing my panties into my pocket. With a half- 
hearted smile, | pocketed the wad of money from the table. 


At the door, | paused. "Call me again sometime?" 


"Yeah, sure." 


Two 


Author's Notes: 
Hold on to your knickers. 


He called around 9:15. He said his name was Dave and | immediately thought of that hot redhead | saw last 
month. But this one's voice was different, deeper, a little louder. He'd gotten my number from a "mutual 
friend" and wondered if | was free. | said | was and then he wanted to tell me the kinds of things he liked and 
asked if | would be down for doing things a little rough. 

Irll cost you more." 

"How much?" 

"For the entire night? Three thousand." 

"Wow. And what's that get me?" 

“Anything. Except hitting me in the face." 

I'd never dream of damaging such a masterpiece." 

| gave a nervous laugh. Why do they always have to use corny lines? They're fucking paying me. 

"Can you come over now?" 

"Give me half an hour." 

Another hotel. Another large suite. Another man in a business suit. This one was just a hair taller than me. He 
had glossy dark brown hair that sat in layers around his shoulders. His eyes were large and round, also dark 
brown And he had a thick, dark beard and mustache. | need to know what all these long hairs are doing in 
suits. Or is that just the preferred uniform of the John? 

He met me at the door and invited me in, already | could feel his eyes on me. | dressed in loose jeans and a 
tank top. And | guess, in a way, that's my uniform. Something unassuming. Something that doesn't attract too 
much attention. 


"You want a drink?" He asked as he retreated into the room. 


| followed, declining his offer. 


That's when he turned and just seized my mouth. He started kissing me, hard and deep, as if we were long lost 
lovers. His hands roamed my body, making my skin ripple with excitement. | placed a hand against his ass and 
squeezed. He pulled back for just a moment. Just long enough to tell me how hot | was. When | reached my 
other hand out to cup his groin, he grabbed my wrist and pushed it back. He was a good kisser. He held nothing 
back. His tongue tasted of beer and spearmint. 


| felt one hand squeezing the back of my neck while his other hand found my nipple underneath my shirt. He 
pulled the shirt aside and immediately started sucking my nipple. Damn, this guy was good. Again, it crossed my 
mind, why are these men paying me when they could go out and get anybody they wanted? 


He found my mouth again with his open mouth and | immediately sucked on his tongue, returning my hand to 
his crotch. He didn't remove it this time so | rubbed my palm against his hardening length. After a moment, | 
broke the kiss and slide down to my knees. | could feel his hard cock through his pants. | put my mouth on it, 
running my lips up and down, dampening the trousers. 

"Yeah, use your teeth." He instructed, 

| nibbled up and down his cock before he told me to open the fly. Eagerly, | unzipped his pants and reached in. 
His cock was perfect. Not too thick, not too thin. It was a little longer than average. | felt my own cock stir as 
| lowered my open mouth onto his. Above me, he sighed and | felt a hand land on my head as | started to suck 
him. 

"Oh, fuck yeah." He groaned. 

| wrapped an arm around the back of his thighs so that | could get closer, take him deeper. 

"Yeah, open that mouth wide." He grunted as he pulled my head in closer. 

| took him deep into my throat. And that's when | realized maybe he wasn't kidding about wanting it rough. He 
had both hands on my head now and he held me there while he pushed even deeper into my throat until | was 
on the verge of gagging and then he withdrew. A line of spit dripped off the head of his cock. | think he liked 
that. He pulled me back onto him and again, he thrust deep down my throat. 


"Yeah! Come onl" He told me. 


We did this a couple more times before he pulled one hand away and used it to unbuckle and unbutton his 


trousers. 
"Suck on my balls." He pulled them out and put them on offer. 


| took one into my mouth and sucked on it, slathering my tongue around it. | did the same to the other before 
he offered me his cock again. 


"Put it all the way in there. Yeah, that's a good boy. Open. Open your fucking mouth." He commanded with his 
hand pushing my head back into him. 


My nose was pressed against his thatch of soft, dark hair. He held me there and | could hear him hissing. Just 
as | started to gag, he pulled me back, giving me just a second to catch my breath before he growled and 


pushed me back onto his wet cock. 
"Open" 


He held me there longer this time. My hands were gripping his thighs. | could feel my stomach flip flop and 
tears gather in the corners of my eyes. When he pulled me back this time, he kept one hand on the back of 
my head, fingers knotting into my hair. His other hand cupped my chin and he tilted my head back. Again, he 


kissed me, his tongue explored the inside of my mouth. 


Back onto his cock he guided me and | sucked him hard and fast, up and down. He hissed, his hips thrust 
quickly. 


"Fuck! Come onl" He grunted. "Use that fucking mouth." 


He let me slow down until | was just sucking and kissing the head of his cock. Another line of spit dripped off of 
his balls. He groaned and sighed the entire time. 


"Yeah. You're so fucking good. Show me how you like my dick" 

This one sure liked to talk. | slowly went back to sucking all of him, slowly taking all of him again. His hand on 
my head stroked my hair and his grunts turned to gentle purrs. But | built up my speed, built up how hard | 
sucked him until once more, he was fucking my face. He pushed at the back of my head until he was deep in 
my throat. 

"Fuck" He howled, bending over my shoulder and slapping at my still-clothed ass. "Open that mouth!" 

| gagged. This time, | really gagged and | had to pull back. He gave me only a moment before his tongue was 
deep into my mouth again, two hands holding my head. | fought against him, pushing my way up until | was 
standing and the kiss continued a moment more. He then pushed me back a step and flopped into an arm chair. 


"Get undressed," He commanded. "Show me what you got" 


| smirked and pulled my white tank top over my head. As | kicked off my sneakers, | watched him stroke his 


cock. 


When | began to undo my belt, he told me to take my time. | slowly pulled my jeans off to reveal simple white, 
cotton briefs. 


"Very nice" He purred, still stroking his cock. 


| took a step toward him and peeled my underwear off. | was hard at this point, also and gave myself a couple 
soft strokes. 


"Nice." He repeated as he stared at my dick. "Now, turn around" 
| did as he requested, pushing my ass toward him. 
"Bend over and show me your hole." 


It was practically in his face when | bent over and placed my hands against the floor. He used a wet finger to 


tease it, making me moan. | reached a hand back to stroke his dick while he fingered me. 
"That's a nice hole." 


| whimpered when his fingers withdrew, but immediately he stood and swung me around, pushing me, face 
first, into the chair. | wrapped my arms around the top of it, with one knee on the seat and the other knee on 
the arm. Dave knelt on the floor. Using both hands, he opened me up and started to lick me. | watched him 
over my shoulder. His tongue flicked around my hole while he moved a hand to his cock and jerked off. 


"Nice fuck hole. You like getting fucked?" 

My heart thundered in my chest. Hell yes, | loved getting fucked! But | simply said, "Yeah. 

He slapped my ass hard two times before sliding a finger back inside of me. | reached down and jerked my cock 
"Gonna fuck your tight hole" He mumbled before he started eating me out again 


He slapped my hand away and pumped my cock in time with his licking. | was in fucking heaven. | laid my head 
against the top of the chair and just moaned. This guy was so fucking good at what he was doing, a few more 
minutes and I'd bust my nut all over this chair. Dave continued to tease my ass as he pulled his clothes off. 
He pulled his suit jacket off, then his tie and then pulled his shirt tails out of his pants and unbuttoned it. 
That's when he pulled me out of the chair and shoved me to my knees again. He plunged his cock straight down 
my throat while he pulled his belt from his pants. There was a part of me that wanted to feel that leather 
stinging my ass. Instead, he looped it around the back of my head. With a hand on each end of it, he used it as 


leverage to thrust himself in and out of my mouth. 
"Show me you like that dick" 


| liked his dick. | liked everything about Dave. Loved the way he spoke to me, loved the way he was rough with 


me, loved the way he manhandled me. | sucked him hard and fast, wanting him to know | was eager to earn my 


money. My teeth grazed the head of his cock which earned me a flick to the back of my head. 
"Watch your fucking teeth!" He scolded me. 


| continued to suck his cock while he took off his shirt. | had to glance up at his completely naked form and 


took in all his tattoos. Fuck me, he was gorgeous. Gorgeous, great cock, knew how to fuck. | love my job! 


The belt went back around my neck and he stood before me, fucking my face. | tried to take him all the way 
into my throat but | chocked and had to pull away. 


"Come on, | thought you were a fucking professional He mocked me and shoved his cock back into my mouth. 


The way the leather cut into my skin, the way he growled at me, the way he was unrelenting, it was all 
building in the bit of my stomach. | wanted him. | wanted to bend over and take his hard, rough fucking. He 
wasn't quite ready for that, though. He wrapped one hand around his dick and slapped my face with it. Then he 


bent over me and kissed me. 
"Fuck, yeah. You're so fucking hot" He told me as he pulled me up. 


Back onto the chair in the same position, | went. And he returned to licking and kissing my ass. He held it open 
and pushed the tip of his tongue into me before replacing it with two fingers. They roughly plunged in and out 
of me, fucking me hard and fast. | almost screamed as they bumped into my prostate. | bit the upholstery of 
the fucking chair to keep from howling. And this was only from his fingers. 


When he paused, fingers deep in me but not moving, | grew bold. "I want that fucking dick in my hole, man" 
"Oh, yeah?" There was an edge in his voice that told me | might regret that. 
But | refused to back down now. "Yeah. Do it." 


He stood up, pulled a condom from his trousers pocket and glared at me like a wild fucking beast as he rolled it 
onto his dick. With a hiss, he used two hands on my hips to pull my ass back. He shoved his cock deep inside of 
me with one single thrust and | screamed. My back arched, my head went flying back and | screamed at the 
top of my lungs. 


"Thought you wanted my dick in you." He growled. 
"| fucking do!" 


He threw one arm around my chest and held me upright as he plowed me. Deep and hard and with zero 
hesitation, he fucked my ass. When he let me go, | flopped over, bracing myself with a hand on each arm of 
the chair. His hands clamped around my shoulders. He hissed and growled as he continued to thrust into me. 


His balls against me made a loud slapping sound which mingled with his growling and my screaming. It went on 


forever. My body became wet with perspiration as did Dave's. He finally slowed and pulled out of me. But he 


plunged in once more. 
"That's such a nice, tight hole." He grunted before slamming in and out of me. 


He wrapped his arms around my chest and, with pure abandoned, just fucked me senseless. His face was 


pressed against my cheek and he growled into my ear. 


We switched spots and | gave him my back, straddling him, throwing one leg over each arm of the chair so 
that | was spread open wide. Dave used his hands around my hips to lift me and slam me back down. | braced 
myself with one hand reached behind me, gripping the top of the chair. With my other hand, | jerked off. 
Faster and harder he would shove me back down onto his cock. | was going to feel this for the next few days 


to come but | didn't fucking care. It felt so good right now. 


After a few more minutes of pounding my ass, he lifted me off and spun me around, rearranging me again so 
my legs were thrown over the sides of the chair. Facing him now, | reached behind me and grasped his cock, 
pushing inside of me. He held my face in both hands and pulled me into another, long, deep, messy kiss while he 
fucked me. Eventually, one of his hands traveled down my chest and stomach and found my cock. He was 
merciless there, too. Squeezing me hard, roughly jerking me off. | had both hands planted on the back of the 
chair, gripping it, as the loud howls and screams tumbled from my mouth. If the other rooms around us were 


occupied, those people probably thought he was murdering me. 


And he was. | came so hard, my body shuddered as white, hot come splattered across his chest. My orgasm 
shook me to the core and all | wanted to do was collapse against him and whimper while | licked my come from 
his tattoo. He wasn't finished with me yet. An arm clamped around my back. He lifted and lowered me. At this 
point, my ass was so sore. | just wanted him to finish. | wanted to feel his body tremble and his cock pulsate 


inside of me when he released. 


Instead, he lifted me off of him and yanked his condom off. | slid to my knees between his legs. | hadn't the 
strength to hold myself up anyway. He grunted and growled as he stroked himself. One hand on my head 
pushed me down so that my mouth was pressed to the head of his dick. He didn't want me to suck him, 
however, instead he came onto my chin and his hand. He grunted against his gritted teeth and his body quaked. 


After a moment, | scooped up both his come and mine onto my thumb and fed it to him. Slowly, | stood. 


"Gotta go." 


"No." He growled. "Again. | have more money." 


Three 


He sounded nice but nervous. | could tell he'd never done this before. 
"Hey, saw your profile online. Do you, uh, you, um - " 


"Come on, then. | don't have all day. Trust me, nothing you ask me is going to be anything | haven't done a 


million times. What do you want?" 
"Its me and a friend" 


"Ah, a little threesome action? Tag team the rent boy? No problem. It'll be a grand from both of you. Two 


grand." 


"Um," He seemed to cover the phone to confer with his friend, | guess. A moment later, "yeah, two grand. No 


problem." 


"Great! Where you staying?" 


A taller man, long, dark wavy hair met me at the door. He had a friendly face and a fucking body on him for 
days. He was ripped, his biceps were about as big as my thighs. He wore a t-shirt and jeans. His friend was a 
little shorter than him, a little thick but still gorgeous. He had long, straight black hair and piercing blue eyes. 


He wore a loose t-shirt and track pants. 


They didn't waste any time guiding me to the sofa and pulling my tank top over my head. As if it was planned 
out, they took their shirts off as well 


"Nice bodies, guys." 

"Thank you. Let's get a good look at yours, yeah?" 

“Turn around." 

The bigger man started manhandling me, pushing and pulling, until he finally had my ass in both hands. The 
other one ran his hands over my chest, pinching my nipples. | grunted and, for an instant, fought against the 
hands that were all over me. The bigger one unzipped his jeans while, behind me, | could sense the black haired 


one removing his track pants. | peered over my shoulder and he hand his hand around his hard cock, still 


trapped inside his underwear. 


"Why don't you feel that?" 


"Yeah?" | asked with a sneer. 
"Yeah, feel it." 


| moved my hand to his underwear running it along his hard length. He was big, thick and long. The bigger man 


removed his jeans. 

"You like it?" 

It's nice." | said. 

"What about that one?" The black haired man nodded toward his friend. 


Now | had one hand on his cock and the other on his friend's. | stood between them, rubbing their dicks for 
them. The bigger man with the wavy hair unzipped my jeans and pushed them down for me. His hand went 


immediately to my ass. 

"You got a sexy ass." He told me. 

| continued to stroke them both through their shorts. 

"Like to fuck it" The black haired one said. 

"With what?" | challenged him. 

"With this big bastard right here!" He replied with a loud laugh. 


He pushed his underwear off, revealing his big, thick cock. | nearly squealed in delight. The other one removed 
his shorts as well so | dropped to my knees between them. | took the big one in my mouth first. The other 
man ran his hands over my chest, again pinching my nipples. He was long and he tasted fresh out of the 
shower. | liked that. | stroked the other man with my hand while | lavished the thick cock with my mouth. 
Above me, he groaned, and a hand came to rest on the back of my head After a moment, | switched, taking 
the other man's dick into my mouth and stroking the black haired man with my hand. Now, there were two 
hands on my head, one pushing, the other pulling. They were both grunting and moaning. 


"Yeah, suck it. Suck his cock" The muscly one sighed when | returned my attention to the other man. He took 
to stroking himself and pushing on my head to take his friend deeper. 


Back and forth, | switched between sucking them and jerking them off. They both moaned and grunted, telling 
me how good | was. | could feel my own dick awakening in my shorts, thinking about the two of them fucking 


me. | pulled my mouth off and leaned back, stroking them both with my hands now. 


“Turn around and get up on the couch. | wanna see your ass." 

Standing up, | started to take my grey bikini briefs off when the wavy haired one stopped me. 

"Just leave them on your thighs. | like that." 

He turned me around and guided me onto the couch, on my knees, facing the back, and bent me over. 

"Fuck" He groaned as both of them started to touch and rub and squeeze my ass. 

He pulled my cheeks far apart and | grunted. Next | felt something warm and wet slid down to my hole. | 
expected a finger to push into me next but | felt the bigger man slap his cock against my ass cheek. All the 
while, the two off them were sighing and groaning. Another cock started slapping on my other cheek. 

"I can't wait to stick my dick up his ass, Chris." The black haired man said to his friend. 

They had me stand again and the muscly one, Chris, climbed onto the couch and sat down on the back of it, 
spreading his legs wide. | stroked my dick as he pulled me toward him. Kneeling on the couch in front of Chris, | 
bent to give him head again. 

"That's it. Yeah." He hissed. 

| stroked his cock with one hand while | sucked the head, lifting up for just a moment to spit on it before 
sucking him hard and fast. He grunted and bucked his hips a little. His hand on the back of my head pushed me 
down. The other man was behind me. | felt his hands on my ass and thigh, pulling one leg down to plant my 
foot on the floor. The next thing | heard was a condom wrapper being ripped open. Or at least, that's what | 
assumed was going to take place now. And then | heard the top of a bottle of lube being popped open Sure 
enough, | felt a wet finger push into me. | squealed against Chris' cock. 

"Aw, fuck! He's so tight!" 

"Get him, Shawn" Chris hissed and his grip on my head tightened. 


A second finger was pushed in and he pumped them in and out for just a moment before pulling out 


altogether. His cock would be next. When he pushed into me, | had to let go of Chris' cock and give a loud cry. 
"Oh, fuck!" Shawn grunted. 


His rhythm was steady. Not too fast or too slow. He liked to talk, too. He kept repeating, "Take that dick" | was. 
| was taking his dick deep inside of me and | fucking loved it! 


Chris guided me back to his cock and | took him deep into my throat. Shawn pulled my knee back onto the 
couch and pushed my thighs together, making me tighter. | sucked on Chris until | had to lift my head and cry 


out again. Instead of lowering my mouth back to his cock, | bit at Chris' chest. 


They decided they wanted to switch. Shawn pulled his rubber off and stuck his cock in my face as he climbed 


onto the couch. After Chris put a condom on, he lubed me up again and shoved his dick into me hard. 
"Get that fucking head down" Shawn growled at me. He used a hand to push my head onto his dick 


Chris was relentless. He fucked me hard and fast. | could barely keep Shawn in my mouth, both from crying 
out and from being thrust into so hard, | was bouncing back and forth. 


After another few minutes, or hours, they switched back again. My brain was beginning to melt. | sucked 
whatever was put in front of me and fucked whatever was in my ass. And then Chris sat down on the couch 


and rolled another condom onto his cock. 
"Ride it." He commanded. 


Shawn helped to lower my body into Chris’ lap. Chris gripped my hips and started to pound me. Shawn stood on 
the couch beside us and shoved his cock into my mouth again. He held me by my shoulder and my head and 

fucked my mouth while Chris, underneath me, held me by my hips and drove into me with hard, fast thrusts. 
The three of us communicated solely by grunts and moans. | held on with one hand on Chris' shoulder and my 


other hand wrapped around Shawn's dick. 


It was Shawn's turn to fuck me again. They switched places and Chris lowered me onto Shawn's thick cock He 
stretched me and | could feel the tip bumping against my prostate as he hammered into me. | screamed 
around Chris' cock each time Shawn hit it. My own dick throbbed and | wondered if it would be considered rude 
to come all over Shawn. If he didn't stop, | knew | would. But | didn't get the chance. After a moment, they 
stopped again. 


This time both men stood and fed me their dicks. | sucked on them both as | perched on the edge of the 
couch. And then | was turned over, kneeling on the edge of the couch and elbows on the back. Chris held my 


ass open wide, gaping, while Shawn pushed himself in. 

"You got the hottest fucking ass ever.” Shawn growled. 

"Fuck, yes! Yes!" | screamed, one hand jerking myself off. 

But, again, it all stopped. It was as if they knew exactly how to torture me and make this all last much longer 
than | wanted it to. | grunted in frustration as | was tossed onto my back and my knees were pushed wide 
apart. Shawn was back inside of me while Chris knelt over me, pushing himself back into my mouth, pumping in 
and out of my throat. | had one hand firmly wrapped around my own cock while my ass and my throat were 


getting a deep, hard fucking. 


Chris pulled away and Shawn slid one hand to my neck and squeezed. | started to thrash against him and 


scream. He clamped his other hand over my mouth and looked into my eyes. There was something gentle and 


pleading in his expression and the hand around my throat loosened. 
"Sorry" He grunted but his rhythm never faltered. 


He moved both hands to the couch cushion above my head and actually increased his rhythm, bucking wildly. 
He was close to his peak | started stroking myself harder and faster, matching him. He was growling and 
hissing and, with a final cry, Shawn came. | could feel his cock throbbing inside of me, his come filling the 
condom. He slid out of me and | got a moment to rest before Chris was between my knees. He hooked his 
hands behind my knees and pushed them up to my chin while he fucked me senseless. | opened my eyes to find 


another dick in my face. Shawn was still hard. 


| tried to keep jerking off but my mind and my body were turning to jelly. It was hard to follow what was 
happening. There was a dick in my ass and a dick in my mouth at all times. The harder one of them moved, the 
harder the other did Finally, Chris pulled out and they moved around again. | thought Shawn was going to fuck 
me again but he surprised me by kneeling on the floor. He spit on my ass and then started to lick at it. Chris 
slapped his cock against the side of my face while Shawn ate out my ass. 


"Just like pussy." He commented with a smirk on his face. "Come on, man. Don't you wanna come?" 
"Fuck! Of course | fucking do!" | howled. 
Chris snorted and pushed his balls against my lips. "Suck my balls.’ 


And then | was being fucked again. Shawn was still hard and he plunged his dick back inside of me. | screamed 
against the balls that were gagging me, squeezing my eyes closed. Chris moved directly over me, wrapping a 
hand around each of my ankles and pulling them up and very wide apart. Another lifetime later, Shawn was 
eating me out again while | furiously jerked off. Chris was pushing himself into my mouth. 


| wanted to come so fucking hard. It was there, lingering deep in the pit of my stomach, gathering strength. 
Shawn knew it. He replaced his tongue with his long, thick middle finger. Hard and fast and deep, he pounded his 
finger against that spot inside of me and | screamed my head off, jerking my dick as hard and fast as he was 
fingering me. My body tightened and | tried to push Shawn away as | let out a long howl, back arching from 
the couch. My come splattered against my chest. 


The two of them knelt on either side of me then and stroked themselves, grunting and moaning, until they 
spilled onto me. | watched them hover over me, leaning closer and closer. They were going to kiss and | wanted 


to see it so bad! Wanted one of them, or both, to kiss me. But they caught themselves. 
"Shower, then?" Shawn asked. 


"Yep." 


They got to their feet and walked out of the room, leaving me to sit there, covered in sweat and come, softly 


panting. 


Four 


| was taking the night off. | deserved it. Me, Netflix, and a pepperoni pizza. We had a date. | just paid for the 


pizza, flopped onto my couch, and picked up the remote control when my phone rang. 
"Fuck" | grumbled, realizing | forgot to turn it off. 


The number that came up was unknown to me meaning it was probably someone calling for Ty. | can't help 
myself. | like getting paid. So | answered. 


"Yo" 
Silence. 

"Hello?" 

"Um." A low, quiet male voice. 

"Yog?" 

"Uh, um, hi." 

"Hi?" My eyes rolled and | lowered my head into my hand. Come on, dude. | don't have all fucking night. 
"Isis this Ty?" 

"Yes. Who is this?" 

"Well, you, er, ah, you don't know me. | found your profile online." 


"I figured that" This guy was shaky as a leaf. If he couldn't talk to me on the phone, how on earth was he 
going to fuck me? 


"Never mind. | can't..can't do this." 

"Wait. Don't hang up. Lets start over. You're nervous. | get it. You know my name is Ty. What's your name?" 
‘It's, uh, Glen. Its Glen" 

"Hi, Glen. Nice to meet you. What made you come looking for someone like me?" 


"l, uh, | just think, um, | might be." His tone of voice was full of fear and sadness and he immediately started 


pulling at my heart strings. Dammit. 

"A little curious?" 

He finally gave a bit of a laugh. "Yeah. Curious." 

"Okay, sweetie. That's okay. Don't you have any friends you could talk to?" 

"Not really." 

"So do you want to meet me?" 

"Um, well." 

"We can talk a little more if that would make you feel comfortable." What are you thinking? | kicked myself. 
Talking's free. "| was just sitting down to stuff my face with a pizza and watch past seasons of Dexter but we 
can chat if you want." 

He made a grunting noise. 

"What?" 

"Dexter. Fuck that." 

| laughed, surprised at how he was started to open up. "What would you recommend, then, instead of Dexter?" 
"Um, The Wire." 

"The Wire? Never heard of it" 

"Police series much, much better than fucking Dexter." 

"Okay, I'll take your recommendation. Now, how about we meet up and we can chat face to face?" 
"Just.chat?" 

"Depends on you, baby." 

"Um, yeah. Okay. Should | come to your place?" 

"No, sweetheart. That's not how this works. There's a hotel on Bayswater. Do you know where that is?" 


"Yeah. Yeah, | do." 


"Good. Go there and get a room. Once you have a room, meet me in the lobby at ten o'clock. Can you do that?" 
"Um, yeah. Okay, | can do that." 
"Great! Now, describe yourself to me so | know who l'm looking for." 


He hummed, stalling for a moment. "I, uh, I'm short. Like five-nine. | have long, straight dark blonde hair and 


blue eyes. I'll be wearing black jeans and a black t-shirt. 
"You sound cute. I'll see you in a little bit, Glen" 


"Um, thanks. Thanks, Ty.” 


| stepped into the lobby of the hotel dressed in olive green loose-fitting pants and a white hoodie. | looked 
around and didn't see anybody matching Glen's description. Settling into a chair near the door, | crossed one 
ankle over my knee. A couple minutes later, the elevator dinged and the doors opened. A nervous Glen stepped 


out and scanned the lobby. 


| stood and approached the little cutie. "There you are! I've been waiting!" | stepped up and kissed Glen on the 
cheek. "It's okay. Pretend you know me." 


Glen stiffened when | kissed him. He finally relaxed and forced a smile. "Hello. Nice to, uh, nice to meet you. Er, 


see you agai n." 


| smiled. Sure, | loved the ones who took exactly what they wanted from me in a show of power and dominance. 


But there was something sweet and endearing about this one. "Take me upstairs." 


Glen's room was on the eleventh floor and the elevators were incredibly slow. Glen pressed himself into the 


corner and stole glances at me as the car moved slowly. | caught him a couple times and grinned. 
"You're sweet. You don't have to be nervous, Glen. We do this your way.’ 
Glen lowered his head to hid behind his hair. "Thank you." 


| reached out and tucked his hair behind his ear with two fingers and then placed them under Glen's chin and 
urged him to look up. | desperately wanted to reassure Glen but nothing really came to mind so | merely 
waited for Glen to meet my gaze and then smiled. Then | held his hand in mine. Down the hall, Glen led me to 
the room numbered II34. As he slid the card into the lock, Glen stole another glance at me as | leaned against 
the wall. He had a nice body. A little shorter than me, maybe by an inch. Heavier than me, a bit of a belly and 


adorable round cheeks. My gaze traveled to his ass. Nice and plump and round. | couldn't wait to get my hands 


on it. He was watching me watch him. | gave him a grin and he blushed. Damn, he was too fucking sweet. 
Inside the room, Glen moved to the chair by the window. ‘I'm sorry its so small. Its uh, its all | could.’ 
"Hts perfect. Its fine.” | told him as | sat down in the other chair. 

"How much, um," Glen scowled and looked out the window. 

"For the whole night? A hundred" 

Glen smirked and raised an eyebrow. "A hundred? Really?" 


"How about we talk about something else?" One at a time, | kicked off my sneakers and then pulled my hoodie 


over my head. "So you just figure out you're gay or maybe not sure or.." 
"Pretty sure but only recently." 
"So, why did you come to me? There's plenty of gay men out there to experiment with." 


"Just real shy. Its hard for me to meet people. You seem very easy going and calm. That's what l'm looking 


for right now." 

| gave him a little grin "Where did you grow up, Glen?" 

"Uh, Canada. Canada, actually. Montreal." 

"Ah. French Canadian. | got a French Canadian man all to myself tonight?" 


Glen giggled and blushed. It was the green light | needed. | slowly pulled myself to my feet and undressed down 
to the tiny white silk panties | liked to wear. 


"You're gorgeous." He blurted out. 


"Thank you. | think you're cute, too." | took a pillow from the bed and knelt down on it at Glen's feet. "You just 


tell me when | do something you don't like, okay, sweetie?" 

Glen inhaled sharply but nodded. He watched me with wide, brilliant blue eyes as | gently laid my hands on 
Glen's thighs. | pushed them apart and moved in between them. Placing one hand on his cheek, | swept the 
other hand over his smooth, straight hair that reminded me of wheat. 


‘Its okay, baby. I'm gonna take good care of you." | whispered before brushing my lips against his. 


Glen's hands gripped the arms of the chair and he closed his eyes. | heard him softly whine as | dropped my 


hands to the hem of his t-shirt. He didn't open his eyes but he did raise his arms when | gave the shirt a tug. 
As | slowly pulled it over his head, Glen shivered. His arms came down and immediately, he tried to wrap them 
around himself. 

"Nuh uh, sweetie. Let me have a nice look at you. Sit back." 

He frowned but | gently took his hands and placed them back on the arms of the chair. 

"You're beautiful." | told him. 


"You're lying." He still didn't open his eyes. 


Poor guy, | thought. Not only was Glen lonely and confused, but he suffered from lack of confidence, too. How | 
would love to give that back to him. 


"Open your eyes, sweetie, please." 

| smiled at him when he finally did Rather than say it again, this time | leaned in and gave him a gentle kiss at 
the corner of his mouth. The kisses continued, he found my lips this time, as | stroked my hands down his 
chest. Finally, one of his hands left the chair and tentatively touched my arm. | pressed my body closer and 
felt his strained erection for the first time. | must have pressed into him or grazed it because he pulled back 


and groaned. 


"Shh." | coved. "Its okay, Glen. Sit back for me." | pressed my hand flat against his sternum, urging him back in 
the chair. "| want to open your pants for you. Can | do that?" 


His eyes were pleading with me. For what, | wasn't sure. | waited, petting his hair. He finally gave me a nod. 


Very slowly, | popped the button and unzipped his jeans, pushing them open 


"Glen, when is the last time you were with a girl?" | asked him as very slowly, | slid my hand into his jeans and 


stroked along his length. He was a nice size, average length, a little thicker than some. 
He made a choked sound and closed his eyes again 

"When?" | urged 

"Uh, maybe a year ago. Maybe two. | don't remember.” 

"Okay. That's okay, baby. Can | pull your jeans all the off?" 

He kept his eyes closed but gave me a nod 


"Glen, can you open your eyes? It's okay, baby. | promise l'm not going to hurt you." 


"| know. But l'm.. I'm not." 

| pushed up again, sliding my hands up his chest to cup his face. "Yes, you are. You're beautiful and I'm not 
fucking lying. There's nothing for you to be afraid of. And definitely nothing for you to be ashamed of. You 
have a gorgeous body and a beautiful face and | can't wait to make you feel good. | can't wait to explore every 
single inch of this smokin’ hot body. | know you're nervous and that's okay. But, baby, I'm gonna take you to 
heaven and | want you to take me there, too." 

"You do?" 

"Oh, yeah." | grinned, giving him a nod. 

"What if | cant?" 

"You will because l'm going to show you how." 

| watched some of the fear and shame leave his eyes as he finally gave me a tiny smile. 


"That's a good boy. Now, stand up for me, please?" 


| sat back on my heels when he stood. With two hands, | pulled his jeans off to reveal a pair of dark red cotton 


boxers. Nice. 

‘| like your shorts." Very carefully, my hand glided across his ass. "Can | take them off of you?" 

| looked up at his face. He looked down at mine, just staring into my eyes for a long moment. He finally gave me 
a shaky a little nod. With a smile and a wink, | slowly peeled his shorts down, his gorgeous cock springing 
against his stomach. He gave a nervous giggle and tried to cover it with his hand. 


"Don't cover it. Let me see it in all it's beautiful splendor." 


He giggled again and rolled his eyes. "You're so good at this. This is why | wanted to find someone like you. Some 


random guy would not be this patient and sweet” 

"Someone who cared about you would" | told him. 

"You dont care about me. You don't even know me" Glen replied with a bit of a frown 
"| care. | can care about you without knowing a lot about you: 


He must have decided not to pursue it anymore. Instead, he gave me a terse nod and turned his head to the 


window. This one was definitely yanking at my heartstrings. 


Placing my hands on his hips, | ran my tongue up the underside of his cock. He shuddered and groaned but still 


would not look at me. Before | went further, we had to clear some shit up. 

"Why do you find it difficult to look at me, Glen?" And why the fuck did | care so much? 

He sighed and shook his head. "I'm paying you to let me fuck you, right?" 

Wow. Where the fuck did that come from? 

"Well," My voice was low. "if that's what you want" | got to my feet, went to my jeans and pulled a bottle of 
lube and some condoms from the pocket. Walking to the bed, | flopped down and spread my legs. "Come on, 
then" 

| heard him sigh again 

"Come on. Come and fuck me." 

nye! 

‘Its Taylor, for the record My fucking name is Taylor." 


He stood over me now, finally fucking looking at me. "Hi, Taylor. Look, | don't just want to fuck you. I'm sorry. 
You're just.. you're pushing me too fast and l'm insulting you by refusing to look at you." 


"You're looking at me now." | tilted my head and gave him a smile. 

"I hurt your feelings. I'm sorry." 

| patted the bed beside me. "Come here." | closed my legs and turned to my side when he slowly lay beside me. 
| do want to make you feel good. But more than that, | want to make you trust me. | want to make you learn 
to trust yourself and believe that the recent choices you made are the right ones for you. This isn’t just 
about getting fucked and getting paid for me. Pretend we're dating and we finally decided to go to bed. Want to 
try that?" 

Glen gave me a bashful grin. "I didn't buy you dinner first." 

"lIl get over it. Now, kiss me. Kiss me like I'm your boyfriend that you adore." 

That seemed to work for Glen. He wound one arm around me and pulled me closer, kissing me like he meant it. | 


rubbed myself against him as | wound my arm around his neck. He purred softly into my ear before sucking 


the lobe into his mouth. 


"Glen" | sighed. Yeah, that seemed to work for me, as well. My eyes rolled back in my head when he moved his 


mouth to my neck and nibbled. "Fuck." 

| pushed my knee between his thighs and tangled our legs together, still pushing myself against him. | felt a 
hand start to tug at my sheer little panties and | couldn't contain my squeal of joy when Glen tugged them 
clear off my body. 


"That's it, baby. Good boy." | murmured before pushing him onto his back. "I want to give you head" | told him 
as | looked into his eyes and held him down with my hands flat on his chest. 


He gave me a nod as his hand wrapped around my arm. | gave him a quick kiss and then trailed kisses down his 
neck and chest as | scooted down the bed. This time, | didn't hesitate at all. | just wrapped my lips around the 
head of his cock and swirled my tongue around it. Above me, he moaned and his hips rolled. 

"Taylor" 

| hummed against him. 

"Thank you." 

More humming and he giggled. The more | heard him giggle and let go of his past fears, the more | wanted to 
make him giggle. | used one hand to push his thighs apart and | tickled the soft fleshy inner thigh with my 
fingernails. He squirmed and let out another precious laugh. | felt a hand come to rest on my head, never 
pushing down, never grabbing at my hair. Just resting there, letting me know he was keenly aware of the 


pleasure | was giving him. 


He was incredibly hard and throbbing and | knew, if | continued to suck him, he'd be done a lot faster than he'd 
like. A lot faster than Id like, too. So | pulled away and Glen whined and picked his head up. 


"Where are you going?" He whispered, 


"Nowhere yet, sweetie. | want you to put your fingers in me. Can you do that? Have you ever done that 
before?" 


He shook his head. "Only to girls." 
"But not their - " 

"Nol" He said quickly. 

"Okay. It's easy. Give me your hand." 


He sat up and gave me his right hand. | took the lube and squirted a small amount into his hand. 


"When | get up on all fours, | want you to take this lube and smooth it around my opening, okay?" 
The nerves crept back along his face. 
"You can do it, baby." 


Moving on the bed, | put my elbows down and my ass up in the air. He slowly moved to stand behind me. With 
one hand on my ass cheek, he took his other hand that had the lube in it and pressed it against my hole. 


"That's it. Now slather it around with your fingers and then press your middle finger inside.” 
After talking him through fingering me, which he did very gently, | took a deep breath. 
"Now, put a condom on, baby. Then take the lube and put more of it on your cock." 

"Right now? To fuck you?" He sounded panicked. 


"Yes, sweetie. Right now. | want it. | want you inside of me." | thought for a moment as | watched him pick up a 
condom and rip open the wrapper. "You know what? I'm gonna ride you. | think that will be better for both of 


us. 


He paled but didn't stop rolling the condom onto his dick. | ushered him back to the chair and sat him down. My 


hand worked more lube onto his cock while | kissed him deeply, pushing my tongue into his mouth. 
"Ready, baby? I'm gonna show you how good it feels to fuck boys." 


His bashful grin was melting my fucking heart. | climbed into his lap, moving my knees to either side of his 
hips. With my feet tucked between his knees, | lowered myself onto him, using one hand on his shoulder to hold 
me up as slowly, he filled me, stretching me and making me feel that dull burn. 


"Yes!" | sighed and let my head fall back. It had been a long, long time since | got to call the shots and since | 
made love like this, sweet and slow. Something happened. Something bubbled to the surface when | felt Glen's 
hands gently grip my hips. Now | was the one squeezing my eyes closed for fear he'd see my shame. 


| drew up and then slid back down. My pace was slow. | needed this to last as long as we possibly could make it. 
Even when Glen hissed and his fingers dug into my skin, | never gave in. Long, slow strokes up and down, | 


wrapped both my arms around his neck and pushed my face against the side of his. 


"Make love to me, Glen. Please. | need it. Need you, sweet baby. Make love to me." | murmured, having no 


fucking idea where those words came from. 


| gasped and whined when | felt him stand. With his arms around my back, holding me up, he carried me to the 


bed and gently lay me down on my back. Never releasing my arms from his neck, | stared into his endless 
sapphire eyes as he entered me again He rocked into me and this time, he kissed me. Glen seized my mouth 
and seared his lips to mine, taking my breath away. Faster, he thrust. Deeper this time, finding my prostate 
and making me scream. 

"Did | hurt you?" He panted. 

"No. That's the spot, baby. Do it again. That's a good spot." 


He took direction well and found that spot over and over again until | howled his name and came against my 


stomach. He lifted up and looked at me, grinning like a mad fool. 

"| did that? | made you come?" 

"Fuck yeah, baby." | laughed and pulled him down into another long kiss. 

It wasn't long after that when Glen peaked and pumped his seed into the condom. | loved the feeling of his cock 
throbbing inside of me when he released. When he pulled out of me, | started to stand up, reaching for my 
clothes. | felt his hand wrap around my wrist. 

"Please don't go. |, um, | can't really.. | don't have any more money but." 

With a smile, | asked, "But what?" 


He lowered his eyes, grinning. "Just don't go." 


| jumped back into bed and into Glen's arms. And | never left. 


He stood behind me, wrapping his hand around my hair, gently holding it. "You sure you want to do this?" 
"Absolutely." | replied, 


The arrow hovered over the ‘delete account button. My finger hovered over the mouse. | clicked it. Goodbye 


Ty. 


